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in a letter to Charlotte Campbell. While crossing Europe she
would appear at dances dressed "en V6nus, or rather not
dressed, further than the waist/' and naturally those who saw
her energetically twirling about in this unnecessary state of
nudity were, to use Caroline's own idiom, "all over shock."
At Berne she dined with the Empress Marie Louise, after
which the two women sang a duet together. Passing on to
Italy, she found in Murat, with his general air of masquerade,
his long curls falling from beneath his plumed hat onto his
shoulders, a peculiarly suitable companion. The Naples king
set himself out to entertain her, and Caroline, who adored being
entertained, fluttered from party to fete, from dance to theatri-
cals, from dinner to opera. The climax was a subscription ball
which Caroline persuaded the English people in Naples to
give in honour of Murat. She and some other ladies dressed
themselves up as symbolical figures, Caroline, regardless of
the incongruity of the role, representing Glory. As soon as
Murat arrived, Caroline, "even more ridiculously dressed
than the others, tripped forward, took a feather from the
wing of Renown, and wrote in large golden letters upon a
panel which she held, the names of the different battles in
which Murat had distinguished himself. The spectators
roared with laughter." They might laugh if they liked;
Caroline did not care, for her behaviour had become a des-
perate, an almost insane protest against the denials of life: it
was the swan-song of her silliness.
But laugh, dress-up, and skip about as Caroline might, fear
and anxiety were always at her elbow. Not only was she
running through her money at a terrible rate ("but do not
say a word of it to Liverpool," she wrote home), not only did
she have differences with her attendants which ended in their
leaving her, but always night and day, the Regent, through
the medium of his agents, was watching her: watching and
praying for that final and definite false step which surely could
not be long now in coming, and which would give him the
opportunity of ridding himself of her for ever. Caroline had the
pleasing knowledge that every letter she wrote, except those
she managed to send secretly through a friend, would be
opened, and a copy sent to England. "Ce qui me fait trembler"
she sighed, "chaque fois queje f rends la plume en main."
From Italy Caroline went to stare through her blue eyes at
Jerusalem, Here she founded the Order of St. Caroline to
recompense such as she considered worthy of those who had
accompanied her to Palestine, two of the knights being her